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TWTTzgpnr — ' 

A hgneofdignity, agarilh flagge, ’• ' 

To bee thcaimcofeuety dangerous'ftibt, 

■A Queene in ieaft, Gndy to fill ’he fceanc : 

Wnere is thy hnsbarid now, where be thy brothers ? 

Wnere be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 

W ho fues to me and : cries God, fauc the Qncene ? 

Where be the bending Pecrc* that flattered thee ? ’ 

where be the thronging troupes that followed thee 

Decline all this and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wifc,amoft diflrefled widdow : 

For lovfull mother one that wailes the name.* 

For Qu/:ene, a ueryCatife crown’d with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humble Cues : 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one chat Ico'rnd at me, now foorn’d of me » 

Thus hath the courfc ofiuftice wheel’d about, 

•''Aid left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no mere, but thoughtof what thou art, 
r ° torture thee the more, being what thou art : 

Thou did ft V-furpc my place, and doeft thou not 
Viurpe theiuft proportion of my furrow ? 

Now thy proud necke.bcareshaifemy burthened yoke. 
From which, euen hecre, I flip my wearied necke, 

-<^nd leauc the but then of it all on thee: 

Farewell Yerkei wife,and Queene offad mifchance, 

J hefe Enghfli woes will make me fmile in France, 

Qu-O then well skild in curfes ftay a while, 
e^iid teach me how to curfe mine cnemyes, 

Qh,Mat . Forbeare to fleepe theniglit, and fa ft the day. 
Compare deaths bappinclle with liujng woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And hechat flew them fowler then he is ; 

Bettring thy loile make the bad caufer vvorfe, 

Rcvoluing tnis will teach thee how to curfe. 

Ou. My words are dull , O quicken them with thine, 

Qdf Thy woes will make them fharp 8c pierce like mine. 
JJut, Why ftiould calamity be full of words? Exit Me. 
Qtu Windie atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aicry fuccecders of inteftate ioyes. 


of Richard the 7 bird . \ 

poorc breathing orators of hiifciics. 

Let them haue fcope, though what they doc impart 
Hclpc not all, yet not doe they eafe thejiart. 

Dut.liio* then be not tong-tide, goc with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmoo her 
My damned fonne, which thy too formes fmother'd 
J.hearc his drum, be copious in cxclaimes , 

Enter King %ich*rd marching with drummes 
and trumpets. 

K'wg. Who intercepts my expedition ? 

But. A fhe, that might hauc intercepted thee. 

By ftranglmg thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the {laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qu. Had’ft thou that forehead with a golden erowne, 
Where ftisuld be grauen, if that right were right. 

The {laughter of the Prince that owde that erowne, 

And the dire death of my two {bnDes, and brothers; 

Tell me thou villains flaue, where are my children ? 

But , 7liou tode,thou tode, where is thy brother Clarenc ? 
And little Ned Plaiipgenet^his fonne f 
Qjt Where iskind Hafitngs, Riuers f r augh4K,Graj/, 

King. A flourifti trumpets, ftrike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens hearc chef? tell-taile women 
Raileonethe Lord anointed. Srike I fay. The trumepts 
Either be patient and incrcat me faire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous reports of watre. 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations* 

But. art theu my fonne? 

King. I, I thankc God, my Father and your felfc. 

Dut, Then patiently hcare my impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touch of yourcond.tion, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

But. I wi]l be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King, and briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut. art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

Godknowes inanguifh,,j?aine and agonie* 

King, and came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

But. No by the holy roods thou know ft it well. 

Thou camft on earth, to make the catch my hell ; 


